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side of the bay, topped a rise, and looked down upon the most
desolate remains of past habitation that I have ever witnessed: only
a lot of masts and the stove-pipes of buildings sticking out of the
snow. We broke through a glass skylight, and were able to let
ourselves down into what proved to be the radio shack.
On December 16 we dug a tunnel and made steps down to the
door of our shack. We found coal, petrol, and some welcome stores.
We cleaned up everything, and settled down to a routine to await
the arrival of the Wyatt Earp. Every day I walked six miles down
to the tractors, where we had put up our tent, with two yellow
streamers and a note that we were at Little America, so thar the
Wyatt Earp could know where we were.
On January 15, a month after we arrived at Little America, I was
awakened at 22.00 to see Kenyon standing over me with a note in
his hand. He had heard the roar of a motor overhead, although our
dug-out home was fifteen feet beneath the snow, and had crawled up
to the surface in time to see a parachute descending through the fog
which had enveloped us for two weeks. The parcel contained food,
and the note was from Captain Hill, commanding the RJR..S. Dis-
covery II. Within ten days after the failure of our radio the Com-
monwealth of Australia had sent a relief expedition, and had
been seconded in this by the governments of the United Kingdom
and New Zealand. As I was laid up with an infected foot, Kenyon
started off alone to meet our visitors; but I could sleep no more
that night, and started out in snow-shoes to learn what was up.
A mile from camp I saw through the fog, which magnified fright-
fully in these regions, what appeared to be a whole army of men
marching towards me; in reality there were six of them. We packed
the sledge and started for the ship, where I was received with open
arms, and learned that my own ship had been delayed by the pack-
ice in the Ross Sea. Three days later a radio message told us that
the Wyatt Earp was approaching the bay, and very soon the staunch
little craft loomed up in the fog. While my party was loading the
Polar Star on the Wyatt Earp I went on the Discovery II to
Australia, where I was for twelve days the guest of die government.

